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reluctant fidelity; it was only in leisure gained by superior dili-
gence that he could yield himself to more favorite pursuits.
Genius was to serve as the ornament of his inferior qualities,
not as an excuse for the want of them.

But if, when such sacrifices were required, it was painful to
comply with the dictates of his own reason, it was still more
so to endure the harsh and superfluous restrictions of his
teachers. He felt it hard enough to be driven from the en-
chantments of poetry by the dull realities of duty; but it was
intolerable and degrading to be hemmed in still farther by the
caprices of severe and formal pedagogues. Schiller brooded
gloomily over the constraints and hardships of his situation.
Many plans he formed for deliverance. Sometimes he would-
escape in secret to catch a glimpse of the free and busy world
to him forbidden: sometimes he laid schemes for utterly aban-
doning a place which he abhorred, and trusting to fortune for
the rest. Often the sight of his class-books and school-apparatus
became irksome beyond endurance; he would feign sickness,
that he might be left in his own chamber to write poetry and
pursue his darling studies without hindrance. Such artifices
did not long avail him 5 the masters noticed the regularity of
his sickness, and sent him tasks to be done while it lasted.
Even Schiller's patience could not brook this; his natural
timidity gave place to indignation ; he threw the paper of ex-
ercises at the feet of the messenger, and said sternly that
" here he would choose his own studies."

Under such corroding and continual vexations an ordinary
spirit would have sunk at length, would have gradually given
up its loftier aspirations, and sought refuge in vicious indul-
gence, or at best have sullenly harnessed itself into the yoke,
and plodded through existence, weary, discontented, and
broken, ever casting back a hankering look upon the dreams
of youth, and ever without power to realize them. But Schiller
was no ordinary character, and did not act like one. Beneath
a cold and simple exterior, dignified with no artificial attrac-
tions, and marred in its native amiableness by the incessant
obstruction, the isolation and painful destitutions under which
lie lived, there was concealed a burning energy of soul, which